
LIFE OF A GKEAT ACT Oil.RETROSPECT.

BT J. C. CLINK.

anylxuly elso would o have kopt trie
out of tho way."

"I declare, he's a biggor fool than I
took him to be!" said Hans Schneider,
and that's saying a good deal."
Perhaps somo of my reader will

agree with Hans; but many, I know,
think as I do, that John was au un-
conscious hero.

mantic drama, with the female element
rigorously elimiunted. If the elder booth,
as has been suspected, felt a pride in this
OHrly outcropping of the dr.mdio iuTflinct
iu his sou, he studiously cojctaled it; and
it was not until years afterward, when Ed-

win booth, in playing Hsm'et and Eichard
III.,Leff re he was twenty, had given defin-
ite promise of the triumphs he has since
attained, that the fxther told him to his
fii- - that "he would do."

The opular impression is that Mr.
booth's power as an actor is a matter of
inheritance, aud not the result of hud
work. Nothing eoald bo farther from tho
truth! Mr. booth lias been one of tho
most industrious men in the dramatic pro-
fession, and he refers with pride to the
time when, in the days of barn-stormin- g

on tho Western frontiers, he nse 1 to haog
his own posters nnd sell the tickets at
the door. His Hamlet is a master-piec- e

of dramatic characterization. The accom-
panying pictnto is from a recout photo-
graph, and illustrates oneof the most im-

pressive passages in Ids acting of the
piirt. He is much engrossed in tbebcok,
and when ake l what he is reading, hi
answers: "Words, words, words,"

rags anrt filth ar nji to bo tho reward
of g, and neatness and thrift tho
reward of well-doing- ?

But good littio Mrs. Hatchet did not
at all sympathize with this view of tho
case, and rebuked Ponto for his want
of hospitality. As a rule, tho more
wretched a human being was tho more
she took him into her motherly heart.
Accordingly she was greatly delighted
when she found that her present guest
ouco had relatives in Pasumpsie, and
sho aud all tho live children at once
took to calliughim "Grandfather Dill."

"Only think, John," said she, when
the old man had gone to bed, "ho says
his folks catno from Pasumpsie. No
doubt htt is some relation to us."

"It must be a great comfort to find
yourself fortieth cousin to a tramp,"
said John.

The next morning Grandfather Dill
was so ill from tho effects of his ex-osu- ro

that ho was unablo to rise, and
what with tho hot herb teas with
which Mrs. Hatchet sealed him inside,
and tho mustard plasters with which
sho llayed him outside, it was a won-
der ho ever did rise; but in a few days
ho was ablo to tit in the great arm-
chair in the corner, aud began to talk
alwiut resuming his wanderings again.

For this, however, he was mani

hoard money. And it didn't do him any
good, either, for he wouldn't even allow
himself enough to cat, nor Mahala
either. At last she said sho couldn't
stand it any longer, and sho left him,
and by ami by ho sold out and went
nolxnlv knows where."

"And tho daughter?"
"Oh, most likely she's dead! Thero's

been a good many stories atloat alout
her, but como to sift them they didn't
amount to much."

Then John thanked the old lady for
her information, and having in his
turn told her what he knew of Mr. Dill
took his leave.

When John rejxirtod to Mr. Hatch,
his lawyer, the very meager informa-
tion ho'had gathered at Pomfret that
gentleman said: "It isn't of tha slight-
est consequence, sir; all tho relations
in tho world couldn't upset the will,
which is perfectly legal."

John smiled. "I supposo tho best
way tu ascertain whether the daughter
is living would bo to advertise,
wouldn't it?" ho asked.

"Doubtless it would; but what do
you want to ascertain for? You'll only
make trouble for yourself."

"It seems to me tho right tiling to
do," said John, "and as 1 don't under-
stand much about such matters I will
get you to attend to it for me, and
send me word if you hear anything."

"Of course, I will attend to it if such

Ths sun In Lis chnriot ha kotis down tho west,
Tue bird on tuo wtuc auK to l.'r rest.
The flowers oil the htath hare clostnl their

weet eyes,
And the faraway stars shiuo trijht In tha skies

Now darkness has gathered o'er mountain and
ruin.

jLnd on tha soft hreece couios tha uljlit bird's
refrain.

While tallowed memories steal o'er the soul,
Awakening emotions we caunot ooutruL

Now memory Is bnsv Thralling to life
Tha ileauret of childhood, of manhood and

strife.
Of hopes long deferred, of reverses sn stained.
UI trlaU well home, ui victories gained.

O night, in thy nulet and somber array t
II0 w like to life's journey tha lat close of

uay,
When the uplrit, grown faiut from sorrow and

true,
In silence releases Its tenure of life.

isui mo darkness or niut is suceeetiea ny day,
And the gloom of the gravo will pass quickly

away,
And a crown and rest to the weary ones Riven.
In the homo universal Hod's lx.at.lxul heaven.

Milton vale, Kauarf.

HUNTING UP AN HEIR.
iiy lit'Tii ciii:stki:iii:li).

It was a colli evening. Tho clouds
Which had been all dav black and
threatening wero now beginning to
send their snow Hakes through tho air,
and John Hatchet was hurrving homo
to his supper at a headlong pace. John
worked in Mr. Armstrong's great iron
foundry at low wages, it is true, but,
as John said, "A littio is better than
nothing,"

There had been a striko among tho
foundry hands, but John took no part
in it; lie kept steadily on at his work,
and tried to persuade others to do tho
BP.me.

"Times are hard," ho said, "but
what's the use of making them worse V
And that day when the strikers came
in a liody, led by Hans Schneider, and
attempted to stop the works, John
said, "There'll be bloodshed lirst."

And his former comrades, knowing
him for a resolute fellow, after some
parleying, concluded to depart, but
threatened to return another day with
arms in their hands.

"Very well," said John, "we'll Iw
ready for you." They never came,
however.

But, as I was saying, John was hur-
rying along homo at tho top of his
speed, looking neither to tho right nor
to the left, so that ho would not have
seen tho old man leaning against a
lamp-pos- t if he had not lirst run plump
against him, and nearly knocked him
over.

"Halloo! beg pardon! All right
now, grandfather!" ho exclaimed, as
with ono strong arm ho restored the
old man to his center of gravity.

"My stars ! I thought you'd finished
me," gasped the old man, embracing
tho lamp-pos- t.

"I camo pretty near it, that's a fact,"
said John. "But seems to mo you
shouldn't bo out such a night as this;
your folks ought to take better care of
you."

"I haven't any folks," said tho old
man.

"Well, vou'd better bo at homo anv
way."

"That's easy said; but I haven't any
home either."

"Where aro you bound then, grand-
father? If your lodgings aro nearby
I'll help you there, for you appear to
be alout used up."

"So I am; but I haven't a placo to
lay rav

"
head unless vou take pity on

ine."
John hesitated. A strange vagrant

wasn't just the most desirable
guest, but he was evidently old
ami feeble, and John's kind heart
was touched, so ho said: "Well, come
along with me. I'll give you a night's
lodging, and I'll see what
can be done."

The old man needed no second in-

vitation, and in a few minutes the two
reached Joint's house. No sooner had
bo opened tho door than live chil-
dren and a dog rushed to greet him,
while hiswife, an easy, roly-pol- y little
woman, exclaimed, "Why, John, what
makes you so late? Supper's been
ready to go on tho tablo these fifteen
minutes; tho mulUns won't bo lit to
cat."

"I'll risk Vm," said John, laughing.
"Sco here, Debby, I'vo brought some
companv homo to supper. I found
this old" gentleman out in the storm,
aud no better placo to bring up at than
tho lamp-jios- t, so I took him in tow,
and hero ho is."

"He's welcome, I'm sure," said
Debby.

"Why, his teeth chatter with tho
cold or would if ho had any, poor
man and not a bit of an overcoat. No

Idaco to go, did you say? Why he'd
frozen to death before morning."

"Aye, and starved too," said the man,
looking longingly toward tho table.

"To bo sure! How thoughtless of
mo to stand here jabbering when I daro
say you didn't have any dinner to
speak of."

"I'vo had nothing to cat for two days,
ma'am."

"Mercy on us! And to think such
things should happen in a Christian
land, John! Isn't it dreadful? Sit
right up to the table, Mr. what did
you say his name was, John?"

"My" name is Dill Joshua Dill,
ma'am."

"There used to bo Dills up in
I wonder if he's one of em ?"

said Debby.
"Never mind that now," said John;

"give tho fKr man his supper, and you
can get his family history afterward."

"Thoso Dills were sort of relationsof
mine. It would be funny if he was
one cf 'cm, wouldn't it?" persisted
Debby, as she heaped the old man's
plate with eatables, which ho devoured,
unembarrassed by the curious and
eager gazo of the live children and tho
investigations of Ponto, who from tho
first had regarded tho stranger with
evident distrust.

Tor this Pon to probably had no bet-
ter reason than that the man was poorly
clad; for tho dog, as you know, is a
natural aristocrat, and will drive away
the man w ho approaches your door in
rags and a slouched hat, while ho suf-

fers tho mun in broadcloth and a stove- -

1ipc to pass unchallenged. Is it that,
omo subtle instinct, ho divines thai

THE JMIII.Y YIMK AMI I.ATKIC TKI
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Though tlie Arknow leiliceil leading Htajo
ArtUt of Anir!u. He 1Ih Nover (.'rent!
a 1'art UN Jiilu Cuiiio ly Inheritance
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to Amprica, upon
the occasion of her
last viwlt to these

V fsiL S. uorr, mapictur
kVf eaquonnilrushionVrmi,d""i'' ate I'ortraval ef

t.ady Macho' h tho event was signalized by
the appearance or l.tlwin liocth in ioq- -
juuction with tno illustrious Italian.
They had hail but one rehearsal, and that
an imperfect and hurriod one. vet thev
played together in exquisite harmonv, like
the two great aitists they were. Histori
was df lighted. When tho final curtain
fell she rushed up to booth, khved him
on both cheeks, thankid him ett'usnely
for the pleasure he ha I ghen her, and
r.lhuled giacoiully in lu-- r softly accented
English to the m uriago of the tragedian's
daughter, which had just taken placo in
Boston.

".Madame," said booth, in grtve and
couiteous tones, as he bowed his farewell.
"I would that fate could promise me that
oje dty I might have tho happiness of
playing with vou in the Eternal Citv.

Evidently ho did not feel that fate
could promihe that, nor cen a much
longer extended artistic career in this,
his own land; for, though Dooth is only

THE BOOTH HOME IN 11ALTIM0RE.

54 years old, it is no tecret that he con-
templates retiring from the fctage in tho
very fullness of his powers.

llow varied, how impressive, how nohlo
those powers aio, the generation that has
teou him as Hamlet and llertuccio cm
testify. Yet Edwin Booth is not, as he is
sometimos called, a "student, " or "schol-
ar." That is to hay ho does not spend all
his time off the htaso in libraries, nor
does he yvrito superfluous commentaries,
nor yet enter upon psychological discus-
sions and analyses of tho characters
which he portrays. His genius is in-

herited, and, supplemented w th the
rarest physical gilts, has I ejn de eloped
by lifelong radical association with the
highest kind of dramatic work, be-
sides his early training, he has from
tho elder booth tho faci and bearing of a
Spanish prince, nnd a ting3 of tho melan-
choly Dane implanted deeply in his
character.

Energy and originality are o far from
being component parts of his geniu that
Edwin booth has never, during all his

EDWIN ItOOTH'S FIUST TIIEATEIS.

career, Liought out a new dramatic work
or "created" a part. 1'iobably his neaiest
approach to such a venture was roaJe
some twenty years ago. The new play
was a toetical tragedy entitled, "The
blind Wife," written and published by
Thomas Powell, a liteiary Englishman,
whoe nnmo figures iu Alliboue's Diction-
ary at the author of a ilozen or of
books. If "Tha blind "Wife" had been
put on the stage, M ry McViidcer would
have taken tte part of tho heroine. Mr.
booth had stn lied his part, and rehear-
sals hod actunlly begun, when his mis-
givings grew too stiong for him, and ho
said to Mr. l'owell: "I am afraid to un-
dertake it after all." So the piece was
paid for and shelved. Ho had nover
played a part without being gront in it,
and the risk would have leen too se-

rious.
I have spoken 'of E Iwin booth's early

training, under the caro of Junius Erutus

5IR. rOOTH AS "HAMLET.

booth, tho elder. Hut there was no "in-
fant phenomenon" silliness in the matter.
Ed a in was born on the llelair farm, twenty-f-

ive miles from Ealtimore, but mo t of
his boyhood was Brent at his father's town
residence a substantial three-stor- y brick
building, which stnnds unchanged to-- d iv

CO Exeter street. In the baok-yar- d stood,
and still stands, in tho ruined conditioa
shown in tho pictnro, n spacious aibor, or
Fumuier-house- . Edwin aud his brothers
ingeniously transformed this into a thea-
ter, where, nnitcd fy the fatnro comedian,
John S. t'lnrke, they poi formed I efore
select juvenile audionces classio and ro

A Colossal Blossom.
In the farthest southeastern island ol

tho Philippine group, Mindinao, ujkui
one of its mountains, Parag, in tho
neighborhood of the highest peak on the
island, tho volcano Apo, a party- - of
botanical and geographical explorers
found recently at tho height of 2,500
feet alsjve tno sea level, a colossal
1 lower.

The discoverer, Dr. Alexander Scha-denber- g,

could scarcely believe his
eyes when ho saw, amid" tho low-growi-

bushes the immense buds of this
fiower, like gigantic brown eabbago
heads. But he was still more aston-
ished when he found j; specimen in full
bloom, a live-pctale- d fiower nearly a
yard in diameter as large as a carriage
wheel, in fact. This enormous blossom
w as borne on a sort of vine creeping
0:1 the ground. It was known by the
native who accompanied Dr. Shaden-bur- g,

who called it bo-o- . The party
had no scale by which the weight of
the llower could be ascertained, but.
they improvised a swinging scale, us- - j

ing tmir itoxes anil specimens as
w eights. Weighing these w honopor-tuuit- y

served, it was found that a sin-
gle llower weighed over twenty-tw- o

pounds.
It was impossible to transport tho

fresh llower, so the travelers photo-
graphed it and driid a number of its
loaves by the heat cf a fire. Dr. Scha-denber- g

then sent the photographs and
dried specimens to the Hoy a I Botanical
gardens at Breslau, where the learned
director immediately recognized it as
a specimen of the rarfiesia, a plant
formerly discovered in Sumatra and
named after the English Governor, Sir
Stafford Hallles. 1 he new llower was
accordingly named Balllesia Scaaden-bergia- .

The five petals of this immense llower
are oval and rreamy white and grow
around a center filled with countless
long violet-hue- d stamens, thicker and
longer in the female, or fertile flowers,
than in the infertile. The fertilization
is accomplished by insects, w hoso larva
breed in the decaying llesh of its thick
petals. The fertile fiower develops a
soft berry-lik- e frtiit, in w hich countless
seeds aro embedded. The fiower ex-

hales a poisonous gas even when first
opened. Exchange.

The Cheerful Darkj.
With few exceptions, tho waiters in

all the great hotels aro negroes. You
aro served slowly, but with intelli-
gence and oliteness. No "duchesses"
in the great cities of tho North or tho
fashiouable resorts of the South.

Those good negroes have such cheer-
ful, open faces! They seem so glad to
be alive, and they look so good-nature- d

that it does ono good to see them.
When they look at one another they
laugh. When you look at them they
laugh. If a negro sees another negro
more black than himself lie is de-
lighted; he calls him "darky," and
looks on him iu a patronizing way.
Their great dark eyes, that show tho
whites so when they roll them in their
own droll fashion; the two rows of
white teeth constantly on view, framed
in thick retrousse lips; tho swaying
manner of walking, with turned-ou- t
toes and head thrown back; the musi-
cal voice, sweet, but sonorous, and so
pleasing compared to the horrible
twang of the lower class pcoplo in the
North, all make up a picturesque
whole. Y'ou forget the color and fall
to admiring them.

And how amusing they are!
At the Kverett Hotel Jacksonville,

Fla., 1 one dav went to the wrong
table.

"You've come to do wrong table,
sah." said the attendant darky. Then,
indicating the negio who served at the
next table, he added: "Dat's do gen-
tleman dat waits on you, sah."

I immediately recognized my "gen-
tleman" and changed my seat. The
fact is tint all the negroes are alike at
a glance. It requires as much per-
spicacity to tell one from another as it
does to distinguish one Trench gen-
darme from another French gendarme.

"Jonathan anil His Continent,n
Max U'llcll.

Washing Out the .Stomach.
A medical journal reports that tho

young men of Washington, when in-

vited out to dinner, carry the prepara-
tions of their toilet so far as to washout
their stomachs with a stomach puiup.
Of this the llecord remarks: "It might
even be regaided as an act of courtesy
to the host to bring to his table a stom-
ach that has been scientifically laun-drie- d,

and which lies in neat and anti-
septic emptiness folded beneath the di-

aphragm." The JJritish Medical Jour-
nal favors cleansing the stomach before
meals in a less vigorous or heroic fash-
ion, viz. : By drinking freely of water.
Of this it says: "It washes away the
mucus which is secreted during the in-

tervals of rej oso and favors peristalsis
of the whole alimentary tract. Tho
membrane thus cleansed i in a much
better condition to receive food when
converted into soluble compounds.
Food coated with tenacious mucus mat-
ter must necessarilv be slow of diges-
tion, and so especially in the morning
before breakfast a good glass of water
makes a hvgienie preparation for break-
fast." Footed Health Monthly.

!fot Afraid of the Sun.
A bright youth, undergoing examina-

tion a few days since for admission to
ono of tho Government departments,
found himself confronted with the
question, "What is tho distance from
the earth to tho sun?" Not having
tho oxact number of miles with him,
he wrote in nqdv: "I am unable to
state accurately, but don't believe tho
sun is near enough to interfere with n
proper performance of my duties if I
get tho clerkship." Washington
Critic.

London's polico force numbers
14,2j7 mou.

HOOKS IIY MEASURE.

IJV BUSIE ANTUODUS.

LAUOHATE and ox- -

ton'sivo were tho fur
nishings of Tim Ver- -
nor's now house. In
his occupation as lum-
berman he had by a
lucky speculation sud-
denly acquired a vast
fortune, and ho and
his family wero imme

diately affected with a mania to pos-
sess the finest place in the town. Their
walls were covered, with pictures se-

lected by a connoisseur, while Tim
Veruor willingly paid tho required
price for his Rembrandt and Rougue-rean- s,

although he could not tell ono
from tho other and vaguely wondered
w hy they wero ko expensive. Ho was
like many other rich men who, believ-
ing it the proper thing to do, deco-
rate their houses with rare and costly
ornaments and works of art, tho
efforts of other men's genius, but
failed to consider that his beautiful
treasures would attract but not retain
guests.

Finally, nt tho suggestion of a pro-
fessional house-furnishe- r, ho decided to
have a library. One morning he hur-
ried away from his residence with a
business-lik- e air and walked rapidly
down the principal thoroughfare until
ho came to the largest lookstore. Hero
ho stopped and w ent in. The clerks
were busy, so ho employed his time
glancing around at tho well-fille- d

shelves of reading matter. He was an
oldish mail, decidedly below the medi-
um height, aud what people
would call fat. His round face was
red and shining, and undeniably good-humor-

in expression iu spite of his
generally tubbish aspect. Although it
was early in the fali, ho wore an im-

mense fur-line- d overcoat which almost
touched the lloor and increased his
portly dimensions. He was altogether
an object of decided interest, and it
was not long before one of the clerks
came to w ait on him.

"I'm after a library," he said to tho
smiling young fellow. Vhat do vou
charge for those?" pointing with a
gold-heade- d cane to a certain section
of elaborately bound looks.

"Three dollars a volume," replied
the clerk, promptly. "They are all
copies of 4 Don Quixoto' in holiday cov-
ers."

"How much will vou take for the
lot?" still pursued Tim Vernor.

The clerk looked puzzled. "Rut they
are. all the same," he urged.

"No matter," responded tho gentle-
man in search of a library. "The bind-
ings are tho finest I see, and mother
and the girls said, ' Re sure to get
faucv covers,' so I guess they'll do if
they'll lit the space."

With ditlicnlty the clerk stilled a
laugh, while the rich lumberman fum-
bled iu his pockets and presently
brought out a soiled scraji of paper.

"Here it is," he said, smiling; "two
sets of 5xt) feet. I'll take those books,
young man, if they lit the place, and
the next section also. I guess they aro
alumt the same. How pretty those
blue covers are, and the yellow ones
will offset them so niel Just measure
them, please."

A Cool Request.
A well-know- n farmer from Fauquier

County, Virginia, appeared at tho
Surgrsm-Cieneral'- s ollice in "Washing-
ton and demanded a pension, as he was
an honorably discharged Confederate
soldier. He said as the Republicans
were again in jower ho knew he would
get it, as they were more favorable to
granting pensions than the Democrats.
He w as passed along to another oflice.

"Hrnr.'s h curious study in fignres,"
snid the export accountant. "Multiply
the figures 1, 2. ., 4, 5, 0, 7, 8, ), by 47
and we get this result : r,&5.r,5r5, CAX.
Reverse the figures thus: 1, 8. 7, (, 5,
4, 'J, 1, and use the same multiplier,
and we get another cuiious string, as
follows: 414,444,444,445. Taking tho
same figures as a multiplicapd and re-
versing the figures 45, 51, we get an
eiually curious result: f,br,G,0o;,G0;.
Again reversing the multiplicand and
using tho same multiplier, makes tho
sum total of all .'Is except the first and
last figures, to wit: 5,:i.'Ki,:m,3.'U. You
will perceive that the first and last fig-
ures put together mako 54, the multi-
plier. Take the half of 51, 27, or re-
verse 2 and 7 and use it as a multiplier,
and the result will be just as astonish-
ing, all Cm or Is. There is a witchery
in theso figures that I can't under-
stand ; can you?"

A Frf.ncii savant, in a curious in-

vestigation, has discovered that led
has been the mast prominent color in
literature from the timo of Lucian to
the present day. Writers show a
marked tendency to discover rod
things, for the reason that bine in na-
ture is not very conspicuous, and yel- -

low, though more common in flowers, (

lias a tendency to lose its individuality lr
in whifeness; but red is fo conspicu-- l
ous because of its contrast to green,
which is tho pretwuderating color in
nature.

PrnsiDEXT Harmhox 1 to his tailor)
Please mako thu coat without

festly too feeble, and John went to the
town authorities to get them to take
him off his hands. They all with one
accord declared that ho was none of
their paupers, and that they were al-

ready overrun with tramps, and that
the only thing they felt justified in
doing was to forward him to Littleton,
where he stated that he belonged.

But Mrs. Hatchet in her turn was
equally decided that ho should not be
moved in his present condition, and
John quite agreed with her. So Grand-
father Dill staid on and on till it be-

came evident that he never Mould take
the journey to Littleton, or any other
journey but tho last long journey
w hich awaits us all.

Meantime, Joint's conduct elicited
various comments from Ids townspeo-
ple some praised and some blamed.

Hans Schneider said:
"I always thought John was a fool,

and now I know it, burdening himself
with a pauper in theso hard times.
He'll come to the poor-hous- e himself
yet, see if he don't."

As Grandfather Dill grew weaker
he had, or seemed to have, soma
strange fancies. Ho often muttered
the name of "Priscy," coupled with
the words, "She shau't have a cent of
it !" And at last one day he asked
John to bring a notary to make his will.

"I am going to make it in favor of
you and your wife," said he; "you've
loth been good to me, and she w as a
Dill, or her mother was; and as for
Priscy" there he stopped.

"Who is Priscy?" asked John.
"Nol)ody ; I don't know any such per-

son. Bring tho notary."
At first John put him off, for he did

not w ish to offend tho notary by asking
him to come and make a pauper's will ;

but the old man was so persistent that
for the sake of quieting him ho finally
acceded to his request, and tho will was
duly made, signed, sealed, and deliv-
ered.

"If there is any truth iu this, you're
a rich man," said the notarv to John.

After this Grandfather Dill stvmod
satisfied, though he failed rapidly; but
a few minutes before he died he mur-
mured, "Poor Priscy! Perhaps she
wasn't so much to blame, after all."

That the property so liberally be-
queathed to him existed anywhere but
in Grandfather Dill's imagination John
did not believe, and but for the notary
would scarcely have given the matter
another thought ; but the notary said
the old man had given the items of the
will with great precision, which was in
itself an indication of its truthfulness,
and that it was very easy to find out
whether there was anything in it or
not. Tor his part he thought it worth
looking into.

John said it was his opinion that the
old man had nothing but the rags on
his back, but still, as Mr. Armstrong
was about to send him away on a busi-
ness commission, he could easily take
Littleton on his route, thereby "killing
two birds with one stone," as he jest-
ingly observed.

To his unbounded surprise, and to
the equal surprise of the Littleton
people, he ascertained through a law
ycr that the seeming pauper was in-

deed the owner of thousands. .

He had no relations in the town, nor
was it known that he had any else-
where. He was not a native of Little
ton, however, but had come, it was be-

lieved, from Pomfret; so to Pom fret
went John.

None of the younger generation re
membered any Dills, but somo of the
older ones knew that there had once
been such a family, though they had
long since lost all knowledge of them.

"if anybody can tell you olxr.it them
old Granny Madison can," said the
landlord of the Kagle Hotel. "She
knows everything. She's a regular
'History of I'omfret' in ono volume."
And so it proved.

"Do I remember Mr. Dill Joshua
Dill?" said the old lady.- - "To bo sure
I do. He was one of our leading citi-
zens once, but after ho quarreled with
his daughter he was all broken up."

"Then ho had a daughter?"
"Yes; a stublmrn, headstrong piece

as ever lived, and wild and heedless
besides. He couldn't do anything w it li
her after her mother died. At last ho
got so angry at something I never
could find out precisely what that he
scolded her worse than common, and
she threatened to go off and leave him
to himself. Ho told her to go if she
wanted to, but she should never come
back if sho did.

"Ho didn't expect she'd go, but sho
went, and nolmdy knows that thev ever
saw each other again. Mahala lilunt,
that kept house for him, told the story,
all sho know of it, and sho said it was
pitiful to seo him after he'd gone.
He'd steal out to the gate and look up
and down the road half a dozen linn's
in an evening, and sho knew he was
looking for priscy."

"Priscy?" said John.
"Yes; her namo wiw Prisoilla. yon

know. But Priscy never came, and
by and by ho seemed to give it up, and
after that tho only object ho had in
tho world appeared to bu to save at d

are your orders; but mind, sir, it is not
my advice, and 1 decline to be held
responsible for the consequences."

"I hold no one responsible but my-
self," said John.

The news of John's fortune reached
home before he did, and he at once be
camo a very important personage in
the village. Not only did his old
friends Hock around him with congratu
lations, but those who had former-
ly overlooked tho poor mechanic entire-
ly suddenly discovered that he was a
man of extraordinary merit. Mr. Arm-
strong expressed joy at his good Iuct;
at the same time lie said: "I don't see
how I ant to get along without you."

"Perhaps you won't have to," said
John. "1 mean to keep right on with
my work at present."

As for Mrs. Hatchet, she declared it
was like a fairy story. Sho would have
a new silk dross beforo another Sun-
day. "Who would have dreamed when
you brought that old man home that it
would end like this?"

"It hasn't ended," said John.
"There, that's just like you," said

Debby; "you're never excited, whatev-
er happens. Now, 1 feel just liko danc-
ing and clapping my hands."

"And Debby executed a pirouette
which was the means of bringing her
foot down upon Ponto's tail. Ho ran
under the table with a yelp, and she
dragged him out and petted him, say-
ing: "Never mind, Ponto; you shall
have a beautiful new collar with a sil-

ver label, so you shall."
"Debby," "said John, "if anything

should happen that this money should
turn out not to bo ours after all, would
it bo such a terrible disappointment to
you?"

' "Oh, John, what do vou mean?" said
Debby.

"Grandfather Dill had a daughter,"
said John. "Do you remember his last
words ?"

"Yes let me see. He said, 'Poor
Priscy! Perhaps sho wasn't so much
to blame after all !' "

"Well, Priscy was his daughter. If
she is alive her father's nionev is right-ful- l

v hers."
"in spite of the will?"
"In spite of the will," said John.
"But sho may be dead. I hope she

is. O Lordy! I didn't mean to say
that." And Debby clapped her hand
over her mouth us if to keep back the
wicked words. "But to think of being
as poor as ever again after all our plans
and hope:! Why didn't you tell me
there w as a doubt alxjut it in the first
place?"

"Because you went on so you didn't
give me time," said John. "Besides, it
isn't really settled that we give up the
money even if Priscy is alive."

"How is anylHuly going to know what
you mean?" said Debby, impatiently.
"Didn't you just say it w as rightfully
hers in spite of the will?"

"Yes; and I think it is rightfully,
though not legally. Now I am going
to leave it for you to decide; but first
make the case your own. Supiose
your father had left a fortune, and had
willed it away from you to comparative
strangers?"

"That's w hat you call leaving it to
me to decide," said Debby. "You put
it so there's only one thing I can say,
and then ask me to decide. Oh, Ponto,
Ponto! it's very plain you will never
get your new collar, nor I my new silk,
after all not if she's in the world."

"Then you wouldn't like to keep the
monev from Grandfather Dili's daugh-
ter?""

"Of course, I shouldn't. How fool-

ish you do talk, John."
Three months afterward John re-

ceived a dispatch from Lawyer Hatch
which caused him to take a second
journey. The advertisement had been
answ ered by a w oman who proved her-
self to be the missing daughter of
Grandfather Dill beyond a doubt.

She was a poor widow, and sup-
ported herself and n little 1oy by coarse
sewing. A wretched suport it af-

forded her, and she w as found living in
a tenement attic, with health and
spirits broken by

She said that she had long pinee re-

pented her folly in leaving her father,
and had once gone back to her early
home to bo reconciled, to him, but the
placo was then in the hands of stran-
gers. After that sho had leen unablo
to learn anything of 'him, and had be-

lieved him long sineo dead. Such wits
the story John brought homo to his
wife.

"I'm sure it was n Providenco that
led mo to run against Grandfather
Dill that stormy night," snid John; "but
for that hisda ghUr would surely havo
died of her haidshipfl, nnd tho poor
littio boy would have loc.n left to
chaiity, which was what sho most
dreaded. But then I suppose thero's
a ProM'denee in everything."

"He's tho strangest man I ever saw,"
snid Lawyer Hatch, speaking of John,
"lie took as much pains to hunt up an
lu ir to tho old n an. and to givo her
tho money lUiJt wo willed to him, as


